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Verities Prims of Tire. 

The Motto thus / S k fpeflanda fidcr. 

J he jtxt Knight. 

King And what’s the fut and laft.the which the Knight him* 
fc!fe wi; h fueh a graceful! count fie deliucred ? 

That. He feemes tehees ftrargert but his Prelent if 
A witheredflBrancb, that’s only greene at top j 
The Motto, Is hsc\pe vitio. • , 

Ktffg.h pretty morrall ;from the deic$ca flat* yvbcre la be si 
he hopes by you his fortune? yet may flout ifh. 

j .LordMt had need mcane better then hisoutward mew can 
any way fpeake in his iuft commend * For by his rufUe oiK-fidc* 
hce appearcs to hauc pra&ifed more the Vfthipftoeke , then the 

Lance. , , . 

‘i.Lord He well may be a fti angrr, for he comes to an heaose 

triumph ftrangely fnrnidit. 

2 . Lord. And on fet purpofe let his armour ru ft 
Vntill this day, to fcowre it ir. the duft. 

King. Opinion’ s but a foale, that makes vs lean 
The oik ward habite, by the inward man. 

But fhy,the Knights are comming, 

Wc will with-draw into the Gallery. 

Great [hemes ^nd all ay. The meant Knight* 

Enter the King and Knights frem tilting. 

Kmg. Knights, tofsy you’r welcome were ftipeifluous. 

I place vpon the volume of your deedes. 

As ina Title page, your worth iu armes ; 

Were more then you fxpe<5f,or more then s fit, 

Since eucry worth in (hew commends it lelfe : 

Prepare for mirth, for mirth comes at a featt. 

You arc princes and my guefir, 

Thai, But you my Jfrught and gaeft, 

To whom this wreathe of victory 1 giue, 

And Crowne you King of this dayes happinefle. 

Per: Tis more by fortune ('Lady)rhtn by merit. 

King. Cal! itby what you will, the day is yours, 

And becre, I hope,is none that enuies it : 
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Tet teles Trine* of Tyre. 

fn framing an AttiQ.Art hath thus decreed, 
l”' *VeTomc good, but others to exceeds 
IXl her labored fthoU«*om* C&mtt of* f«», 
i r /daughter fo y«u are, here take your place : 

Lrtiall the reft, as they deferue his grace. 

Kniohts Wee are honoured much by good Simonides. 
g£ Your,prefcnt glads our dayes honour we leue, 
Per who hates honour bates the Godsboue. 

Marfh. Sir yonder is your place. 

Per. Seme other is more fir. 
i.jfwAr.Contend not fir for we are gentlemen. 

That neither in our bcaits nor outward eyes 
Enuythe gteac, or doe the low defpilc. 

You are right cutteous Knights. 

King. Sit, fit, fit, , , 

By lone (l wonder) that is King of thoughts, 

Thtfe Cates refift me, he not thought vpoH. 

Thai. By Inuo (that is Quecne of Manage) 

All Viands that I eate do fee me vnfauory, 

Widiing him my meat : fure hee sa gallant gentleman. 
A7*|.Hee’»but a country gentleman, has doBC no more 
Then other Knights hauc done, has broke a ftaffc, 
Orfojlet itpafle. 

Thai . To me he feemed a Diomond to giant. 

Per. You King’sto me, like to my fathers pidlure. 
Which tels me in that glory orce he was. 

And Princes fat like ftars about his Thrcne, 

And he the Sun, for them to reuctencc j 
None that beheld him but like Idfcr lights. 

Did vaile their Ctownesto his fuprernacy ; 

Where now his fonne like a Glo-worme in the night. 
The which hath fitein datkneffe none in light : 
Wheieby I fee that time’s the King of men. 

For hee’s their parents and he is their graue. 

And giues them what he will not what theycraue. 

King, w hat are you merry, Knights ? 

XBtg&n.Who can be other inthisroyall prefence? 
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